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one from God and one from her own people, who should
cherish and support her, but who desert and execrate
her.    If the husband  dies  away from  home, on  the
arrival of the fatal news, all this is done.   At the funeral,
the relatives, men as well as women, have to accompany
the corpse to the burning ghat.    If they are rich, and
have carriages, they must not use them, but go on foot.
The men follow the corpse, the women (all the ladies
well covered from sight) come after, and last the widow,
led along by the barbers' wives.    They take care that
at least 200 feet intervene between her and any other
woman, for it is supposed that if her shadow fell on any
(her tormentors excepted) she also  would  become  a
widow; therefore no relative, however much sympathy
she may feel in secret, dare look on her face.    One of
the rough women goes in front, and shouts aloud to any
passer-by to get out of the way of the accursed thing,
as if the poor widow were a wild beast; the others drag
her along.

" Arrived at the river, tank, or well, where the body is
to be burned, they push her into the water, and as she
falls, so she must lie, with her clothes on, until the body
has been burned, all the company have bathed, washed
their clothes, and dried them. When they are ready
to start for home, but not before, they drag her out,
and in her wet things she must trudge home. It
matters not what the weather is, in a burning sun, or
with icy wind blowing from the Himalayas. They
care not if she dies. Oh, I would rather choose the
Sati!

"Many are happy enough to die in consequence of
these sorrows, for however ill they may become, no care
is taken of them, or medicine given.

" I once went to a funeral (before I was  myself a